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Will You Be My Valentine? 


Author's Notes: 

| was going to post this on Valentine\'s Day but it turns out Nm not going to be around a lot this week. So 
here it is. Enjoy, and Happy Valentine\'s Day! 

Inspired, just a little bit, by some of the other sweet stories which have been posted recently. You know who 


you arel Thank you! 


| met him last year and, ever since then, I've felt something for him. I'm not gay, honestly, I'm not, but there's 
something about his thick wavy hair, sparkling hazel eyes and huge smile which makes me melt inside. Then 
there's his laugh, the way he talks, and his perpetual happiness. 


Yes, yes, I'm in love with David Ellefson. | don't want to admit it, but | am. Which is why l'm standing here, 
staring at a cookbook and trying to work out whether it's written in English or Latin. It may as well be written 


in moon language and | run a hand through my hair as | try to decipher the words. 


Time for a cigarette. 


| lifted it from a bookshop. Not the cigarette, the cookbook. | want to do something for him for Valentine's Day, 
see if | can show him how | feel without having to actually come screaming and kicking out of the closet. I'm 
not ready for that. Does he like me? Does he like me in that way? Well, | think he does. He's always 
affectionate, always touching me, always running his fingers through my hair and laughing at my jokes. And the 
way he rolls his eyes and drawls my name when | tell a particularly bad one goes straight to my heart. 


Will he run when | present him with a hopefully perfectly cooked cake? I'm hoping not. I'm hoping he'll give me 
that curious look, the one of someone who's spent their entire life living on a farm and still isn't quite sure of 
the world around themselves. Damn, | love that in him. Love the way that he questioned everything when he 
first came to LA. He was fascinated by everything, still is, like there's a five year old child in him who refuses 


to die. 


Glancing at the clock, | realise I've got four hours until he gets home. While I'm content to pay the rent selling 
drugs, Junior has a day job at a candy store. Four times a week, he puts on his black trousers and smart 
black shoes, tops off the entire ensemble with a pink and white stripped shirt embroidered with the words 
Ma's Traditional Candy Store and goes out. I've been in a few times. Not just to see him but to see if there's 
any freebies going, and damn, he loves that job. Sometimes | wonder if he loves it more than the band. He 
loves serving everyone who comes in, from the little kids to the old ladies. And, by the amount of homemade 
cookies he brings home, you can tell the old ladies love him. At least it keeps us in some kind of food Wonder 
if he'll willingly give it all up for the band? 


Okay, so | had to deal a bunch of drugs to get the ingredients but they're all here. Eggs, flour, sugar, butter, 
icing stuff to go on top, a tin to chuck it all in Hopefully our piece of shit oven won't give up on me. Want this 
to work. Want to show him that | can be good for him instead of the junkie idiot others call me. 


You know, that's one of the things | love about Junior. He doesn't judge me. Doesn't tell me that my drinking or 
drug taking is bad. Doesn't always question what | say. Yeah, sometimes he does, but he's allowed his own 
opinion, allowed to say what he wants to. l'm not gonna stop him having an opinion. | love some of the things he 
comes out with, love listening to him chatter away about music, life, and his hopes for the future. And | love, 
beyond belief, those adoring looks he gives me. He gazes up at me from beneath his eyelashes and thick bangs, 
a small smile playing on his lips. Fuck, | can't get enough of that. 


Really do hope he likes me back. 


Okay, butter and sugar in a bowl. Find wooden spoon. Got it. Right, beat until pale and fluffy. Chuckling, | can 
think of several people | want to beat, one in particular. No, mustn't think thoughts like that. Want to take this 
rice and slow. Want the first kiss and the first time to be special and gentle. When the hell did | grow a heart?! 


Right, eggs next. Beat them in a little at a time. Can do. Although I'm not good at taking things slowly. | like 
everything to happen right this instant. Which might explain why I've been tiptoeing around Junior. The second 
he knocked on my door and asked me for cigarettes, | wanted to jump on him. Club him around the head and 


drag him away like a caveman. Goodness knows why I've let it linger for so long. 


Eggs are in. What next? Running my finger down the instructions, | find out | have to fold the flour in. How the 
hell do you fold in flour? Is it like folding paper? Gritting my teeth, | glance at the phone. There's a bunch of 
important numbers beside it, carefully written out by Junior and pinned there. Reading down them, | see 
dentist, doctor (yeah, like we can afford either of theml), non-emergency number for the police (is that in 
case one of us goes missing?) and there, at the bottom, is the number for the Ellefson's number. Swiping up 
the phone, | dial it, chewing on a fingernail as | listen to it ring. 


"Gordon Ellefson" 

"Gordon! Hil Its Dave Mustaine. Can | speak to Francis, please?" 

| stare at the wall, eyes wide. Where the hell did that please come from? He grunts and | hear the phone being 
handed over. I've still got to meet Junior's parents but I've heard a lot about them, and I've spoken to them 
once or twice on the phone. They've always been nothing but nice to me. 


"Hello Dave!" Her voice is wonderful, like fresh water in the desert. "What can | do for you?" 


Screwing up my face, | quickly admit to what I'm doing. "I'm baking a cake and the instructions say to fold the 
flour in How the heck do you do that?" 


| hear her chuckle and | can imagine her eyes sparkling just like Junior's. "Who's the lucky lady?" 


Your son No, can't say that. "I'm baking it for the studio that's letting us keep our stuff there. Thought it 


would be a nice thank you." 

"You're right, it is. Home baked cake always goes down well. Okay, Dave, put in a little of the flour at a time. 
Get your spoon and slide it under the flour. Turn the spoon over in a figure of eight and keep doing that until 
all the flour is in the mixture. When it's done, the mixture should be a pale yellow." 


“That's it?!" | exclaim. "That's folding in flour?!" 


She laughs. "It sure is. And when you're baking it, don't open the oven door. Itll stop it from rising properly. 
Anything else | can help you with?" 


"That's all, thank you." 


"You're welcome, Dave. If you need any more help, just call, okay? And give our love to David. You boys really 


do have to come and visit us soon" 
| smile, imaging a hot night of passion with Junior in his old bedroom. "Will do, Mrs E. Thanks." 


"You're welcome. ‘bye. 


"Bye" | hang up and get back to the cake, carefully doing exactly what she said. Soon it looks a pale yellow and | 
follow the rest of the recipe. Using some of the left over butter to make the tin greasy, | spoon in the batter, 
turn on the oven and wait for it to heat up. Once it's hot enough, | put the tin in, check the time and go for a 


cigarette. 


Thirty minutes later, | take a perfectly baked cake from the oven and drop it to the side. | can't help but 


laugh. I've done it! I've actually made something other than music and chaos! 


Running a knife around the edge of the tin, | tip the cake on to a plate and leave it to cool. Now just to make 
some red heart icing things to go on top. Now that's going to be the tough part. But I've made the cake; 


everything else is a bonus. 


wun 


Sitting on the couch, | stare at the table, the cake sitting on it. It's finished. The hearts are a little 
mismatched, but they're hearts. | even had time to go and steal a few flowers from someone's garden. My 
heart pounds so loudly | can hear it in my ears. My palms are sweaty and my lips are dry. | want him to be 
home, want to see whether he'll kiss me or slug me. Want to see if he'll be my boyfriend or whether he'll 
disappear. 


Okay, | want to be with Junior. | want to be his boyfriend. | want love him and care for him, make him feel like 
he's the only person for me. Fuck it, I'm gay, and I'm going to be happy just the way | am. | don't care any 
more. 

Behind me, | hear a key rattle in the lock and l'm so tightly wound I'm on my feet in a flash. The door opens 
and he walks in, not looking at me as he drops his keys beside the phone. A paper bag is clasped in one hand 
and he looks so sweet in his tailored work shirt. There's a few spots of chocolate on it and, when he looks at 
me, there's a dab beside his nose. When he sees me, his face lights up, huge eyes almost closing as he smiles, 
nose wrinkling up. 

"Hey, Dave." 

"Hey, Junior." My voice is barely there, my throat so dry. 

The smile is still there as he approaches me. "You alright?" 

| rub my hands along my jeans. "Yeah, yeah, l'm alright. You? Good day at work?" 

"Yeah, really good day. Got a couple of school parties in and the ladies from the local residential home dropped 
in some cookies. You're gonna love ‘em." The bag rustles as he opens it and looks through it. "There's chocolate 


chip and cherry and-" 


My hand in his hair stops him and he looks up at me, large eyes curiously watching him. His hair is so soft, so 


feathery and | want to spend all day just running my hands through it. "We got plenty of time for cookies," | 


whisper. "Got something else for you." 

| can't stop my heart racing as | pick up the plate and offer it to him. Hearts dance across the top and | 
managed to ice "Will You Be My Valentine?", although it's a little lopsided. | watch as he stares at it and places 
the paper bag to one side. Slowly he takes it from me before looking up at me. 


"Dave..." 


Panting, | close my eyes, trying to still my heart. | want to say something but the words won't come out. Biting 
my lip, | finally force them out, still unable to look at him. "Junior - David - l-" 


"You, what?" His voice is quiet and gentle, easing my nerves. 

‘| really like you," | splutter. 

He chuckles and a hand touches my arm. "I know. You always say l'm a great bass player and an even better-" 
| could cry. Opening my eyes, | take the cake from him and return it to the table. Clasping his face in my 
hands, | turn his eyes to mine. His skin is soft beneath my rough fingers, freshly shaved this morning, and | 
want to feather it with kisses. Want feel and taste him, drown in everything which is so perfect about him. 
"No," | whisper. "I like you more than that. | like you more than a friend. David, | love you." 


His smile drops and my heart follows. "Oh." 


"David?" The lump in my throat returns and | squeeze my eyes closed, trying to fight back the wave of 


emotions. 
‘I'm not sure what to say," he murmurs. 
Y 


My hands are still touching his cheeks and he makes no move to pull away. | wonder what he's thinking. An 
uncomfortable silence falls over us and, eventually, Junior reaches up and takes one of my hands in his. He 
tugs me to the couch and | collapse beside him, defeat washing over me. He doesn't like me. Doesn't love me 


any more than as a friend and a bandmate. 


| stare at the table, at the cake and the flowers. The warmth and excitement | felt earlier fade to nothing, lost 
in the noise which screams through my head. I've admitted to myself that | prefer my own kind, that | no 
longer want to be with women, and the one person who I'd willingly spend the rest of my life with has shot me 
down. Left me to crash and burn. 


Junior's hand returns, gently caressing my thigh. | look at me and there's a nervous smile on his lips. 


"Did you mean what you said?" he softly asks. 

"What loving you?" 

"Yeah." 

Fighting against the lump in my throat, | nod. "Yeah, | meant it." 

"Thought you had a girlfriend?" 

"| did. Dumped her last week. She wasn't what | wanted." 

He nods and | watch him bite his lip. "I did the same. Dumped mine a few days ago." 

"Why?" Suddenly I'm confused and | can feel a sliver of anger beginning to grow. 

Junior's face transforms in to a small, warm smile. "Realised | was in love with someone else." 

"Oh" Yep, no need to get excited, Dave. He's just found a better mount. "You gonna tell ‘em?" 

"Yep, gonna tell ‘em right now." 

Hands press against my chest, easing me down on to the couch. Legs are placed on either side of my thighs, a 
warm, welcome weight pressing to lap. Hands stroke through my hair and | rest my hands in the small of his 
back, fingers wrapping around his waist. His scent wraps around me, a heady mix of candy, cologne, and sweat. 
A prominent nose is pressed to mine, almond-shaped eyes sparkling with glee and he leans against me. 

"Me?" | quietly ask. 

He chuckles. "Yeah, you." 

| feel like l'm going to burst and | tighten my hands around him, savouring the feeling of his warm skin beneath 
the pink and white shirt. He's as cute as a button and | want to take this slow, want to appreciate every tiny 


step. Gazing in to his eyes, | read his soul, see the happiness which shines from within 


Hands stroke over my face, thumbs sweeping over my cheekbones and beneath my eyes before resting in the 


nape of my neck. 
"What do you want to do?" 
Junior's smile widens. "Wanna kiss you. That okay?" 


| chuckle and slide my hands along his back, wrapping them around his shoulders. "Perfectly fine by me." 


Lips brush against mine, as soft as snow, and | sigh with happiness. The kiss is as gentle as | thought it would 
be, our soft sounds filling the apartment. He tastes of chocolate, coffee, and pure, home bred apple pie 
innocence. We lie on the couch, not wanting to move, and | watch every delightful second of it. Junior does the 
same, eyes filled with his famous smile, his nose crushed against my cheek as he deepens the kiss, tongue 
feathering mine. A sense of peace falls over me, the excitement of what we're doing making me tingle and | 
arch from the couch, hands crushing him to me. I've finally found my way home. Junior loves me and | love 
him. The world is perfect. 


